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One 


Silicon Dreams 


"Oh, come on - it'll be fun!" 

Markus watched Kai with a frown. 

"No, Kai. This is a really, really bad idea--" 

‘It's no big deal these days. We can set my phone up--" 
"No, Kai." 


"--get it to record, download it on to a thing, what did Henjo say? A flash drive, then we can watch each other 


anywhere." 


"No, K- hang on, you discussed this with Henjo” 


Kai shot his friend a rather sheepish grin. "Well, yeah. He's my technical guy." 


Markus pinched the bridge of his nose and heaved a deep sigh. He'd done this a lot over the years they'd been 


friends, but it seemed that there was always a need for a heartfelt sigh around Kai. 
The bed sank as Kai plonked himself down next to Markus, and leaned on him. 
"Kai, no." 


A hand began to stroke along his thigh, short strong fingers squeezing at the thick muscle under the faded 


blue jeans. 
"Kai. No." 


The strong body beside him wriggled even closer, and sharp teeth began to nibble at the point of his shoulder. 
He wanted to repeat Kaj no but apparently it would be pointless; ever since they'd first met Kai had been 
driven to get what we he wanted, and to hell with everyone else. Well, that seemed a bit harsh; Kai aways 
made it seem like it was your idea in the first place, somehow, and was always so cheerful and upbeat about 
everything that it was impossible not to go along with him. 


"Come on, Markus," he breathed, now touching those sharp little teeth to his lower lip, "don't you think it'll be 


hot? On tour, in your bunk - and you can be with me no matter how far away you are." 
‘lm going to agree, aren't |?" said Markus, rolling his eyes toward the ceiling. 


The teeth started on his neck, and he tilted his head to one side with a sigh. "Yep. So since I've started the 
recording, why don't you take this shirt off and we can get started?" 


ww hen 


It started slowly, as it always did. 


Kai straddled Markus’ thighs, buried his hands in the thick curls and tilted his face back enough to kiss him, 
long and deep and messy. They breathed into each other's mouths, smiled as they shared breath; when they 
were teenagers they'd done this with a joint, swapping smoke until they were so stoned they fell asleep on 


each other. These days, it was just the warmth of breath, the heat of affection that they shared. 


And other sorts of heat, of course; Kai ground his hips over Markus‘ crotch, duelling hardons sparking desire 
along their spines, heat spreading down their limbs to make their hearts beat faster. 


They pulled off their shirts, snorted with laughter when they tangled in the cloth, grabbed quick kisses until 


they threw the shirts in the corner. Kai hopped off Markus’ lap, hit the ground with both knees and began to 


unbuckle his jeans before the wince had passed from his face. 

‘Careful, Hansen," snorted Markus, "you got to be careful of the knees there, old man" 

"Old? Fuck off. Can an old man do this?" 

Kai went down so fast Markus arched up with a howl. He flattened his tongue, sucked hard on the upstroke and 
rolled his eyes up to stare at the underside of Markus’ chin, all he could see with his head thrown so far back. 
He grinned; Markus had ever been sensitive to a good blow. And Kai was the best 

He kept the searing pace up until he could feel Markus getting close, knew the wriggle and the pant for what 
they were; he pulled off with a lewd slurp, and squeezed the base of Markus’ cock hard until he stopped 
swearing. 

Markus sprawled on the bed, breathing hard, limbs loose. "You bastard, Kai." 


"Worked, didn't it? Lift your butt." 


He complied, and Kai threw the discarded jeans to join the shirts in the corner before shedding his and sending 


them to add to the pile. 

He crawled to lay across Markus’ chest, nipped the end of his chin. "Hey. How do you want to do this?" 
Markus cracked one blue eye open, and smiled. "You didn't have a plan?" 

"Other than blowing your mind? Not really." 

He sighed, stared up at the ceiling then shut his eyes with a grin. "Every fucking time." 

"What?" 

"Nothing." 


Kai grabbed lube from the bag he'd tossed under the bed, waggled it in front of Markus’ face with a grin. 


"Fuck me?" 
"Gladly.” 


It was but the work of moments to ready Kai, and with Markus perched on the edge of the bed, Kai's back to 


his chest, he began to work himself down on Markus’ cock. 


Tight heat, so different from fucking a woman, and the enthusiastic squirming that was just.. Kai. Once he'd 


reached the base the two men paused, breathed hard, tried to steady themselves for the next act; Markus 
pressed his forehead to Kai's shoulder, nuzzled under his ear. For a moment they stilled, Markus' breath warm 


on his neck, Kai leaning back into that broad, hard chest, fingers dug into the flesh of his hips. 
"Love this," he murmured, and Kai chuckled. 
"| know. Now move." 


"Your wish is my command," muttered Markus, and sank his teeth into Kai's shoulder at the same time his 


hands dragged him down onto a sharp thrust up. 


Kai yelled, arched his back. Markus began a brutal pace, one arm around Kai's waist pinning him down, the 
other scratching across his chest, a hard pinch of one nipple then the next. He held his face to the side of 
Kai's neck, interspersing bites with licks and sucks; he grinned into sweat wet flesh when Kai broke into a 


stream of breathless obscenity, his classic tell when he approached orgasm. 
"Harder," he barked, and Markus had to laugh. His Kai, always wanting more-- 


ww hon 


Sascha was grumpy. The tour was dragging on - the half way point was just horrible - they were all down 
with colds, and now Markus had sent him to retrieve a CD from his bag. Like some sort of fucking dog. He 


wasn't the new guy any more. Fuck this. 

"Markus! Where is it?" 

"In my bag. On my bunk?" 

He rummaged, curling his lip at the litter of old underwear, toiletries and general rubbish that littered Markus’ 
cramped personal space on the tourbus. But sure enough, there in the bag was the disc he'd been sent for - 
and something else. Something that, when he saw the label, excited his curiosity; after all, when you see a label 
saying ‘Kai, porn’ you have to wonder, right? Porn given to him by Kai? Porn that Kai likes? Kai porn? 

The fuck does that mean? 


One way to find out. 


He went back to the lounge, passed Markus his disc (and was offended at the grunt, rather than proper 
thanks), and squeezed next to Weiki a few seats back. He had his laptop open, and eyed Sascha with a certain 


amount of suspicion. 


"What?" 


"| found this," murmured Sascha, "and | want to see what's on it. Give me your machine." 


Weiki turned the machine - reluctantly - so that Sascha could slide the little flash drive into the right slot. A 


little window opened on the screen, and Weiki clicked on it. 

There was silence for a minute. 

"Not.. what | was expecting," said Sascha, after clearing his throat. 

They watched for another minute, Weiki with a smirk, Sascha with his jaw somewhere around his knees. Weiki 
turned the sound up, and it didn't take more than a minute for the rest of the crew to figure out that 
something exciting was happening further down the bus. A crowd began to gather, some cheering, some making 
rude comments about the two men enthusiastically fucking on screen 


"Oh! You found that. Thanks, thought I'd lost it." 


"Markus!" yelped Sascha, and tried to slam the laptop shut. Weiki, ever careful with his electronics, stopped him 


with a growl. 


Markus watched the action for a few seconds, expression soft as he observed Kai's crashing orgasm, his own 
shout of completion. Weiki laughed, patted Markus on the forearm. 


"You and Kai. You old softy." 


The screen went dark, and Markus leaned down to pluck the memory stick from the side of the machine. 


Sascha gaped, cheeks flaming. 

"You want a copy?" 

Sascha stared, then scowled, then got up and stamped off to his own bunk. 
"Kids," said Weiki. 


"Good job he didn't find the one with the rest of Gamma Ray on it," said Markus with a grin. "I think his mind 


has been blown quite enough for one night." 


"Maybe you should go see if he wants something else blowing," said Weiki with a grin, icy blue eyes warm with 


amusement. 
"Good idea. Night, Weiki. Keep the recorder going, yeah?" 


"You know it," he replied, and decided he'd better never show poor Sascha the folder on his laptop that 


contained a file called ‘groupies’, a file called ‘Kai’, and a third titled ‘misc’. Especially not the one called ‘misc’. 
He didn't think the poor boy could handle it. 


~ Fin ~ 


